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than the others, and these suites are occupied by the actual
owners, three in number—Count A. B., my friend; Count
Ambrose, his brother, whose guest I was; and a third and
younger brother, an officer in the Spanish Walloon Guards,
just now away with his regiment, and whose rooms I
occupied.
Count Ambrose came to meet me on the castle steps as
though I had been a great lord; the two big doors were
wide open; but I did not take undue pride to myself from
this fact, realising that it would have been impossible to
shut them without their falling to pieces!
The noble count, his cotton night-cap in his hand, and
somewhat negligently dressed, greeted me in a dignified yet
modest little speech. He said his brother was wrong to invite
me to the contemplation of their poverty; that I should not
find the comforts to which I was accustomed. At the same
time, he added, I might count on finding a Milanese heart;
this is a phrase which the good people of Milan use con-
stantly. They are as a general rule honest, hospitable, and
frank, very different from the Piedmontese or the Genoese.
Count Ambrose then presented me to the countess his wife
and to his two sisters-in-law, one of whom was remarkably
beautiful, but shy and awkward. The other was one of those
women of whom nothing is to be said; she was neither ugly
nor pretty; women such as she can be counted by the hun-
dred. The countess had the face of a Madonna, of an
angelic sweetness and candour. She was from Lodi, and had
only been married two years. The three sisters were very
young, very noble, and very poor. During dinner Count
Ambrose told me he had taken her in her poverty because
he set more store by character and morals than birth.
cShe makes me happy,' he said. 'Though she brought me
no fortune, she has taught me to consider everything which
we do not possess as superfluity/
That,' said I, cis true philosophy.'
The countess smiled at him; and taking from the arms
of a servant a charming baby of five or six months

